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"ARRY AT ’ARRYGATE. age the Primrose Path leads to, my pi 


pin, I’m cocksure can’t ave a wus sme 


| In 


the way of a bath I ’ave anat with ; bat, 
bless yer, it passes the ti 


Dear Cuartre,—Rum mix this ’ere world | Lie bed cage, —, ” Bagh! Did , nails biled And J shan’t want « tub for a fortnit when 


p Well? | 
Wy then let wall alone, is my motter, 
ways, it would be, I’m sure, 
Brack — local doctor, a stunner !|— 
s got me in ‘and for @ cure. 


is, yer never know wot'll come next! 
Don’t emagine I’ve sent yer a sermon, 
treacle this out as my text ; 
ut really life’s tarn-ups are twisters. You | But for 
lay out for larks, ’ealth, and tin, | who’ 
But whenever you think it’s “a moral,” 
that crock, ‘‘ Unexpected,” romps in. 
Who'd ha’ re a of P ~ ie acking up 
suddent, whbones a 
turn ? 


Who’d ha’ pethens me “T the 
Waters”? Ah! Care, Scans WO > 3 
on the Urn 


With Yours , this time, I essure you. 
I fancied as ot’nam-Court Road 

Would be trying its ’and on my tombstone 
afore ee a 


Bad, Coantre? You bet! 
. epg yl ae . 
noc me slap "ee 
uppards. I tell ei hits bit ward, 
And it left meay 


| in bilge water. Eugh ! 


baths ain’t ’arf bad, 


ee oe ed geld 
They so soused, and so sla . and 
nn yay about 
come nicer for ing it massage. 
But there, it’s O.K. I’ve no doubt. 


TRAY Sorat yon wony.o be low shelf, with a sort | 
of a water-can ‘of 
At the nape of yer ae Ml while a feller in 
front squirts yer down with a ’ose. 





; weak ty o's wan, neyo 
f it n’t a bin for my nunky, your 
might have jest done a joeek. 


Unele Noses, a Cat’s-butcher at Clapton, 
bin in luck’s way, and struck 


Isdead’ nuts on Yours Truly. Old joser, and 


who ’s 


grumpy, but he’ his pile. 

Saw me tin’ about in the garden, jest 
like a old saffron-gill’d 

A-waiting for cock- crow to ’ook it, and 
hanxious to ’ear it—a’most. 


Sez he, ** Wy, the boy is a “\ 
waite ? Converlescent ? 

He’s a slipping Pip cable, and coeng ont 
sea- if I’m any j 

I was ditto some twenty year , Bos, and ’Arrygate 
fust set me 

Wot saved the ‘ad dog, brother Roserr, may probably 
suit the young pup. 

“Carn’t afford it? O’course 
thanks be to ’orse-flesh— 

Well, he tipped ¥ , fifty-quid erisp ’un—and Roosz 
sent me ere; he 

—_ — * treatment”! 

ans cutting a bit of 
Good , grub, nobby te togs, local Riches, baths, waters, and 


every 


pd carn't, Jenny; but— 


He slaps you as though you wos batter, he | 
kneads you as if you wos dough, 

And gives yer wot for on the spine, till you | 
git in a doose of a glow. 


“’Appy "Arry!” sez you. But way-oh, 
CHaRLre! ’Arrygate isn’t all jam. 

Me jae Well, mate, if you arsk me, 

carn’t ‘ardly say as I ham. 

To spread myself out with the toppers is 

Proper, no doubt, bonny boy ; 
ut—I wish it wos Brighton, or Margit, or 

somewheres a chap could enjoy. 


Oh, them “ Waters,” old man!!! ebon F me 
never | yer don't kow wot 


Till her ‘ve tried "Sal ur ot e,” 

poy Kisthg t taken ev 

Isn’ : wus ditch outs sherbet ; but 
Sulphur!!! It’s eased my game 

But I go with my heart in my mouth, th. and 
I feel like a blooming bad bad hegg. 


B-r-r-r-r! Beastliness isn’t the word, 
Cuantan, Language seems out of it, 


W hen Tht my fust twelve ounces ’ot, from 
a gal with a sn white ca 
And cheeks like a blash-rose for iness— 
I’m a gent, but, yah-bah! 
jest did a poy the double, without even 
nodding ta-ta! it, 


the ’ose plays upon you like | 
un; 

A lawn, or a house a-fire, CuaRrwie, could | 

not be ughly done. 

Sez I, aa ’m insured, dontcher know, mate ; 
so don’t waste the water, d’ ye ‘eary” | 

But a s didn’t to arf twig. He) 

seemed jest a bit thick in the clear. 


Then the bars of yer cage bustes out like a 
lot of scent fountings a-play— 

Taint oder colong, though, hodds ; 
sulphur strong seems the local bokay. 

this the *‘ Needle ~~? ” CHARLIE. 
t give me the needle fust off 

’Cos the spray would git into my es, and | 

the squelch made me sputter and cough. | 


Then they wrop you well up in ‘ot towels, 
A.) Bo yer five minutes to bake, 





I call it the funniest fake 


— 


Is wins & = 
I’m not nuts on baths took too reglar; but Oh, ; gereting ont od going ro old fellow, the 


With a big stained 


| This is ** Taki 


And Duwesrve, t 


I’d a Yorkshire tyke’s tip, too 


(As TS arther euet in the Play), s0 


back in Old Babbylon’s grime. 


°F | Dull ’ole, this Nenemeiy os 5 Cuantre! The 


y fair fun J 
ry hus-ewiggers, a- 
in 


shudders and f raekeg and sighs ; 


’Arrygate 
When you git a bit used to em, Cuantre. | The white lips a-working like rabbits’, the 


sheepish blue-funk in their eyes! 


Old up Room 's a hoctygon building, rum 


like of eee and bar, 
-glass winder one side, 
hallygorical subject! So far 


As I’ve yet made it out, it’s a hangel a- 


ike suds. 


up somethink lik 


«a “troubling the waters,” I ’eard from a 


party in clerical duds. 


You arsk, like you do at a bar, for the 
es of lotion you want. 

Some say you git to the flaviour, and 
like it! Bet long hodds J shan't. 

I’ve sampled the lot, my dear Crartiez, 
Strong Sulphur and Mild, Coldand ‘Ot ; 

And all | can say is, the jossers who say 
it ain't beastly talk rot. 


You jest fox their faces! They enters, looks 
round, gives a shy sort of sniff, 

Beem ¢ to contemplate doing a guy, brace 
their legs, keep their hupper lips stiff ; 

Take their tickets, walk up to the counter, 
assumin’ a sham sort of bounce, 

And ask, shame-faced like, for their gargle, 
’as p'r’aps is a ’ot sixteen hounce. 


When they git it, a-fume in a tumbler, a- 
smelling like hegg- chests gone wrong, 

They squirm, ask the snowy-capped gurl, 
**Is this right ?’’—** Yes, Bir. Sixteen 
ounce, strong!” 

Sez the minx with a cold kind o’ smile. 

—h—n! percisely!” they smirks, 

and walks round, 

With this “ Yorkshire Stinko” in their 
’ands—and their ’earts in their mouths 
I'll be bound. 


Then—Gulp! Oh Gewillikins, Cnantie! it 
gives yer mas, it do. 

Bad enough if you ‘ave to wolf one, but it 
fair gives yer beans when ‘tis two. 

The wictims waltz round, looking white, wish- 
ing someone would just spill their wet, 

And—there’s ‘ardly a glass “ returned 
empty” but wot shows its ‘eel-taps, 
you bet! 


the Waters” at ’Arrygate! 


Well, | shall soon take my ‘ook. 


Speshal Scotch, at my favourite pub, from 


that sparkling young dona, New. Coox, 


Then you’re popped in a big iron cage, Will do me a treat arter this, mate, and 


come most pertikler A 1 
Ow I long to be back in * The Village,” 
dear boy, with its bustle and fun! 


Still, the air ’ere’s as fresh as they make 


it, and gives yer a doose of a peck, 
e Boss at ** The Crown,” 
I came ‘ere a wreck ; 


oes yer proper. 


But = sound sleep, and cool breezes, 


+ oe 


‘og, and good company tells ; 
ally for foes CHARLIE, in 
spite of rum baths and bad smells. 


That Fifty is nearly played out, and my 


slap at the Ebor went ~@ 7 


old man ; 
but |’ m stoney, though still * going 


no more at “ Crown” must 


tarry, 
And that’s the *‘ Aiz Douche,” as they call | But if "Arrygate wants a good word—as to 


’ealth— t shall ‘ave it from "Anny, 
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“TWO ’S COMPANY.” 
Newspaper Boy (suddenly, at window). “‘ Want aw Opserver, Captain!” 


Mathilde (on Honeymoon Trip). ‘‘Ou, Frepprm, DEAR ! 


No! no!! Do Ler vs BE QUITE ALoxE!” 








THE FIGHTING “FOUDROYANT” 
Berne Tvcerp To irs Last Berra—rtn A Surrsreaker’s YARD. 


(A Theme from Turner treated in Modern British style, with Apologies 
to the Patriotic Painter of ‘‘ The Fighting ‘ Téméraire.’”) 


“‘ Mayuap you have heard, that as dear as their lives, 
All true-hearted Tars love their ships and their wives.” 
So Drsprw declared, and he spoke for the Tar ; 

He knew Jack so well, both in peace and in war! 

But hong i! times change, and ’tis sad to relate, 

The old Dibdinish morals seem quite out of date ; 

Stick close to your ship, lads, like pitch till you die P— 
That sounds nonsense to-day, and I'll tell ye for why. 


The good old Foudroyant—how memory dwells on 

Those brave fighting names !—was once flag-ship to NELSON. 
But Netsox, you know, died a good while ago, 

And his flag-ship has gone a bit shaky, and so 

Jouy Butt, who’s now full of low shopkeeping cares, 

And thinks more of the Stocks than of naval affairs, 
Regards not *‘ Old Memories,” that ** eat off their head.” 
Turn old cracks out to grass? No, let’s sell ’em instead! 


A ship’s like the high-mettled racer once sung 

By that same ing Drspr of patriot tongue, 

Grown aged, used up, is he honoured? No, zounds! 
The high-mettled racer is sold to the hounds!” 

And so with a barky of glorious name, 

(It is business, of course—and a Thundering Shame !) 

Worn out, she is nought but spars, timbers and logs, 

And so, like the horse, should be sold—to the dogs! 


As for the Foudroyant, the vessel was trim 

When it fought with the French, for Jonw Butt, under Him, 
The Star of the Nile. Yes, it carried Ais flag, 

When it captured the Frenchman. There’s no need to brag, 
Or to say swagger things of a generous foe. 

Besides, things have doosedly altered, you know. 

We're no more like Nexson than I to a Merman ; 

We can sell his flag-ship for firewood, to the German ! 


| 





Sounds nice, does it not? If that one-armed Shade 
Could look down on the bargain he ’d—swear, I’m afraid 
(If his death-pu beld spirit held yet ought of earth). 
And I fancy ’twill move the gay Frenchman to mi 

To hear this last story of shop-keeping Jon»—— 

Or his huckster officials. The Frenchman, the Don, 

The Dutchman, all foes we have licked,—may wax 

When they hear that the brave old Foudroyant is—Sold! !! 


Great Tcryer has pictured the old 7éméraire 

Tugged to Aer last berth. Why the sun and the air 

In that soul-stirring canvas, seem fired with the glory 
Of such a brave ship, with so splendid a story! 

Well, look on that picture, my lads, and on this / 
And—no, do not crack out a curse like a hiss, 

But with stout Conaw Dorte—he has passion and grip! 
Demand that they give us back Netson’s old Ship! 


British hands from protecting her who shall debar ? 
Ne’er ingratitude lurked in the heart of a Tar. 
** (Sings Drsprx) That Ship from the breakers to save” 
Is the plainest of duties e’er put on the brave. 
While a rag, or a timber, or spar, she can boast, 
ime honour on Albion’s coast 
; and the Victory’s! Let us not say, 
Like the fish-hucksters, ‘‘ Memories are cheap, Sir, to-day !” 








Ecciestasticat Taste.—A condiment not much in favour with 
High Churechmen just now, must be “* Worcester Sauce.” It is 
warranted to neutralise the very highest flavour. 





Impromptu. 
Perhaps e’er long 
Their simple song 
Will be of Garnered Monkeys! 


Or “ garnered leaves” 
And “ garnered sheaves ” 
Sing sentimental donkeys. 





“A Rartwar from Joppa to Jerusalem” sounds like a Seriptural 
Line. In future, ** going to Jericho” will not imply social b 
ment, as the party sent thither will be able to take a return-ticket. 
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OF MALICE AFORETHOUGHT. 


- , 
ry ¢ 
Cheery ffi t/, 


‘Aut Freer CLass "ERE, PLEASE!” 
Degenerate Son of the Vieings (in a feeble voice), “‘ Finsr Crass Now pve I Loox rr?” 








THE LAY OF THE LAST KNIGHT. | 


My name and style are Evurs Asnweap Bart— 
Ah! happy augury. Would I could 
Leave it so. But ‘twill not do. 
Like soap of Monkey brand, 
It will not wash clothes, 
Or, in truth, ought else. 
Tis but an accident of rhythm 
Born of the imperative mood that makes one 
Start a poem of this kind on ten feet, 
Howe’er it may thereafter crawl or soar. 
| What I really was about to remark was that | 
My name and sty le are Ect 's AsuMead Bart- 
Letr, Knight; late Civil Lord of Admiralty 
You knuw me. I come from Sheffield ; at least | 
I did on my return thence | 
Upon re-election. 

II. 


A sad world this, my masters, as someone— | 
Was it my friend Suaxsreare ?— 
Says. The sadness arises upon reflection, not | 
That I'm a Knight, but that I am, so to speak, | 
A Knight of only two letters. 

Asthus—Kt. ‘Tis but a glimmerof a night, 
Lf 1, though sore at heart, may dally with 
The English tongue 

And make a pensive pun. 


Itl. 


Of course I expected different things from 
The Maxrxtss. 
What's the use, what's the purpose, 


Of what avail, wherefore, 

That a man should descend from the 
Spacious times of ELizanetTu with nothing 
In his hand other than a simple Knighthood ? 
Anyone could do that. 

It might be done to anyone. 

He, him, all, any, both, certain, few, 


| Many, much, none, one, other, another, 


One another, several, some, such and whole. 
Why, he made a Knight 


| At the same time, 
| In the same manner, 


Of 
Marre 
Bronpety! 


IV. 


Look here, Marx1ss, you know, 

This won't do. 

It may pass in a crowd, but not with 

E.tis AshuErap Bant—— 

(There it is again. Evidently doesn’t matter 
About the feet) 

Lzrr. 


v. 


| And yet Marxrss, mine, 


I shall not 


| You are somewhat out of it 


At the present moment. 


| And I am not sure— 
| Not gorged with certainty— 


That Mr. G. would be 
Inclined to make amends. 


He is old ; he is agéd. 
Prejudice lurks amid 

His scant white locks, 
And forbids 


But on exe pet everyone ; 
Tanietin. Nor do both together 


in the aggregate 

Compose lobe 

And all that therein i. ne 
wait awhile, possessing m in 

Patience. 4 


eaeee Gepes to the men wee anita. 
Whe cake What he's online thane for, 
And bids him 


Move on. 
That is a chance the brave resolute soul 
Faces.) The pity of it is 
Thst yew. Mazxiss, having so much to give, 
So gave 
To 
Me. 
vir. 
Marxiss! Marxrss! 
I but served my GLapsTonE 
have servéd thee, 
e would not have forsak—— 
that ’s another story. 





Tue New Horera or ’Appow ’Att.—The 
title finally decided upon for the Suttrvax- 
Garunpy Opera is Haddon Hall. Lovely for 
Anny! ‘“’Ave you seen ’Addon ’ All?” 
Then the ’Anry who ’as only ’eard a ion 
of it, will say, ‘‘ 1 ’addn’t ’eard ’all.” Asa 
Cockney title, it’s perfect. Successful or not, 
Author and r will congratulate them- 
selves that, to deserve, if not command 
peer See noe on knew. Lys 

"ll replace aspirates, and it 
will be some time before they recover the 
exact date when they Had-don Hauling in 
the coin. Prosit ! 





Miscarrrace or Justice.—Says the Pail 
Mall Gazette :—‘' For knocking over a man 
selling watercress, with fatal results, a Ham- 
mersmith cabman has been committed for 
trial for manslaughter.” If this is true, the 
Home Secretary should i iately inter- 

. The action of ing a man over is 
| om and may be indefensi But if the 
Hammersmith Cabman had just grounds for 
belief that the man was “ water- 
eresses with fatal results,” he ¢ 
be commended than committed for trial. 





“Keerine vp THe Curistorwer.”—({A 
Note from an Old Friend).—** CHRisToPHER 
Corvmsus” indeed! As years ago I told 
Sairey Gamp about her bothering Mrs. 
Harris, ** I don't believe there’s no sich a 
person.” That’s what I says, -_ I, about 
CoLumsBvs, wich ain’t like any r sort of 
**bus” as I see before my blessed eyes every 
day. Yours, Euvizapetu Puaic. 

P.S.—Mr. Epwi Jonwson, him as wrote 
to the Times last Saturday, is of my opinion. 

Old Jomnsox ! 





“ Howorrs Causi.”—To Mr. 


tly be ed, , 
the style and title of ** Ready Mowry. 








Question ann Answex.—'* Why don’t | 
write Plays?” Why should I? 


—__ 
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_-—- 


SepremBern 24, 1892.] 


ae 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI, 








LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIONS. | Hedieidine sell Tae 


No. XV.—TO SWAGGER. 


Not] I reminded you of Cuzpsrows, the incomparable poet | sight. Bat I know that he 
os fe Sec eae er aap aoe 
/ 


Now he is forgotten, the rushli 
under the semblance of a 
boasts, his literary 
all of them the ‘waves 
from the sand on which he 
| remember, while yet he 
panoply, he was a man of 
Pitellites moved with 
would say, “* Praise 
eulogy 
| more frequent course— 
of us; he has hesitated an 
and forthwith the J I 
their sae and opivie- ves, 
merruy orward. Youth, modesty, 
| genuine merit, a manifest desire to 
| from the of 

these were no 
| And of course the 
| ites, like the “plucking” im 

Pendennis, were in publi 

their ms. Week by wee 
| htan essenger 

each one of his little load of spite and 

and vanity, and with much 
| ot the mobile te die aap of Suna 
| of the ic 1 

bish. There lived at this time a i 


i 


zl 


vion have 
his head high 


38 
tt EE 





aay 


| whose name and fame are 
who love strong, nervous 
cription, and consummate li 
| too high for attack. Only in 
| herd rr! a oe who wai 
| srowr do him an injury. 
| and did, to imitate his style hig 4 i 
scribblings. Corruptio optimi ima. 
| is no other phrase that deseri so well 
| result of these imitative efforts. All the ‘li 
tricks of the great man’s humour were repro- 
duced and defaced, the clear stream of his sen- 
tences was pet into muddy ar Se 
airy creatures of his imagination were weighte 
with lead and made to perform hideous antics. 
Never had there been so riotous a jargon of 
distorted affectation and ponderous belderdash. 
| Smartness—of a sort—these gentlemen, no doubt, 
i. It is easy to be accounted smart in a 
certain circle, if only you succeed in being inso- 
lent. Merit of this order the band could. boast 
of plenteously, 
One peculiarity, too, must be noted in The 
Metropolitan Messenger. It had a magnetic 
| attraction for all the sour and sorry failures 
| whose reputation and income, however 
| in excess of their deserts, had not equalled their 
| expectation. .The Cave of Adullam could not 
have been more abundantly stocked with dis- 


“< 


Eri 


‘content. It is the custom of the ratés everywhere to attempt to | come to consider as his own. This baseless sense of 
prevent, or, if that be impossible, to decry success in others, in order in f , 
to exalt themselves. The ‘* Metropolitans” followed the example of | himself he tried to ride rough-shod over Cerstows, and that tem- 


many unillustrious eCessors, 


of these literary bravos, 


Let. If he was what fession he 
would wink knowingly, and reply, ‘* J i 
over, it committed him to 
nalism,” in answer to the stock question, as it is 
over, by anticipation, to the the Church, or 
Journalism as the and most attractive of 
to 


In the first place there are no inati 
rdinary 





t which he never hi 
Bay ry Te is i 
his quarrels, his 


ES Re. 
The 
tl 
orakiel 


, though it must, in justice, be | po 
added, that they would have been shocked to hear anyone impute to | to i : 
them a want of originality in their curious methods. In the counsels still exists. Occasionally, in obscure prints, I seem to detect traces 

[ ; ILLIaM GruBiet held a high place. e i 
the University, where he had pursued a dull and dingy career of | claws are clipped, his teeth have 
modified respectability, not much was thought or spoken of Guus-/| struts, w 


—it gave an impression of influence, and future power, and, more- ’ 
nothing. It is just as to say “* Jour- | respected SwacoeR, have derived any pleasure from wi 

- ta deiber pessent | pemeemanees Bet Sooveee went through, after you had persuaded 
Bar the Stock Exchange. | hi 
Hundreds of young men at both our ancient Universities look upon 
i all the professions. 
bar the way, and | 
loathes an sppeiestionesn ap ene 

What can be easier—in imagination 
i iti iety sketch, a seath- 


ling circle of intimates, to do | 
} in to do it. 
plunged into London. There, for a time, 
wen 


FS 
: 


of ADDISON 
hill of 
postages 


In 


RE 
if 
5k 


Ee 
ag 
gE 


Bie 
eke + 


s— 5 
BRE 


He assumed a great reverence for 
Rasetais and Artstopuawes; he told shady 
stories, void of point and humour, which you 
were to suppose were modelled on the style of 
these two masters. And all the time he gave you 
to understand, with a blatant self-sufficiency, 
that he himself was one of the greatest and most 
formidable beings in xistence. This was 
Gavuscet as I first knew him, and so he con- 
tinued to the end. 

The one thing this puny creature could never 
forgive was that any of his friends should pass 
him in the race. ere was one whom GRUBLET 
-- oe oer of the ye at on, on honoured 
wi i tronage approval. 0 sooner, 
however, Mad the you gained a literary 
success, than the sour Guusier turned upon 
him, and rent him. ‘‘ This fellow,” said Gros- 
Let, * will too uppish—I must show up his 
trash” ; reper be fulminated against 
his friend in the organ that he had by that time 


. 
——T 


eee 
=a 5 


2=>SS™ 


ietorship, 


it was that wrecked Gausier. In an evil moment for 


genius dismissed him with a promptitude that should stand 
his credit against many shortcomings. GRUsLET I believe, 


i ’ one now s any attention to him. His 
| ey aie ig Py + filed down. He shouts and 
. For we live, of course, in milder and more 

to adopt, he | reasonable days, and the GausLeTs can no er find a popular 
It sounded well | market for their wares. _ : 

Only one question remains. How in the world can even you, Y 


that he was a man of some importance / 
I do not expect an answer, and remain as before, 








lw Baxco.—The stability of the concern having been effectually 
proved by the way in which the Birkbeckers got out of the fire and 
out of the trying pan-ic, and the ease with which they were quite at 
movements, to home to the crowds of callers coming to inquire after their th. 
ing able to | should earn for them the subsidiary title of the Birk-beck-and-call 
College | Bank. 
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4; yf Nid 
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Y Wie #4 ¢ 


By oye 


; Wie See hi . 
\ mgt | 


A GOOD BEGINNING. 


Uncle Jack (Umpire). “* Love aut!” Monsieur le Baron, “ Love atu? Parsiav! Jez crors BIEN! ZeY ARE ADORABL&S, YouR Nixcss!” 








| ‘a 
PAN THE POSTER. | Be ode car dome om ee ood 1Pan |‘ SIR GEORGE AND THE DRAG ON. 


: 

A Modern Perversion of Mra. Browning's Zo talbe alt the go em heart of a man, By a Writer of Books, 
powerful Poem, ‘A Musical Instrument,”) | To make him a sheep—though a tiger in (Sir Gzonoz Taevetrax, speaking to the | 
ith spring,— Institute of Journalists, said that “No one was | 
ak *We are presented just now with two "=i A cruel, remorseless, , cowardly thing, | eee aeete of writing books, unless he was 


tee rich may help us to take modest and | "" With the whitest. of cheeks—and liver!" | absolutely called to doo by a commanding genius.” 


At h he 1 wasenable and. ws |“ 9” On! tell me quickly—not if Planet Mars 

Sep ee ee TT 

m the Bir while in America ree. 0 cholera 

and enlightened democracy of a portion of New | «, foil wer aan pied A (plan | Not why to-day young = don’t eal won't 

Fert Ghate Ras oem — —_ eS —s ‘Seare is my beckane ; I think I — ay avin N dissemb! 

berbertom under the is uence of fear o x , | For these I do not care, ‘ot to dissemble 
The Tomes.) When L "Mob at my minstrelsy shakes like My pen is, as they say, ‘‘all of a tremble a 

War is he doing, our new god Pan, | And * mock, as the pale fools shiver.” Ip pen ‘that once enthralled the myriad | 

3 | 

8) 


Far from the reeds and the . and 
Spreading mischief and scattering ban, Shrill, shrill, shrill, O Pan! The pen that critics a and all allowed 
Sereening "neath “ knickers” his i> shanks of a| Your Panio-pipes, far from the river! | Wrote pleasantly and well, was often funny, | 
goat, shrill, O Poster-Pan ! The LS ~ gr renown, and—better— 
And setting the wildest rumours afloat, Turning a man to a timorous brute (flute | 
To set the fool-mob a-shiver. With irrational fear. From your frantic| M Moe is stilled. time is o’er, | 
He frightened the shepherds, the old, god magere: ~bprdapcertsmgia' \N Pat aid netsh King a spokes, 
: : ' D t tary) EORGE as en, 
ion a Ghe seaiie ts . Men resh like the Gadesee ewine, O Pan! He! 
Him of the reed hag — With contagious fear a-shiver | My Sertunee {and alas say Daastiess beeen 


Afeared of his faun- or thoug 
Unsoothed by faun-fooe, Arcadians ran, | With like Panurge’s poor sep, O Panty 7p yey Fe 
ng.’ 


play ptm what shall the merest of 
The shepherds and travellers scurried away ie-stricken [quicken 


| gregarions, pani 

From his face by forest or river. ite tlighted Sak in the river. 
was aiken diiaitienen dh tien, Poster- Pan, 

ge wineries — <i Pol of the a 


P 
seaie Your [5 gibbet them, Poster-Pan, 
With ie pad 4 the | Who crowd like curs in the cowardly crush, 


Starting 
- Who flock like in the brainless rush 
ted motag the oh kes et mf With fear or a-shiver. 
« chill wind set a-quiver. Fen ge helt 0 bout, Oney Pan! 
° he Arcadian forest and ri ‘o laugh (as you laughed 
— travellers by his pa my Ben Making « brute-beast 


striking sudden with- 
out any vedble cause, was ascribed to and 
called a Panie fear. 








FcowerY, BvT Not MEALY-MOUTHED. —To | 
that 
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PAN THE POSTER. 


aN (chucking). “HA! HA! WHO SAID THAT I WAS DEAD, AND PANIC-FEAR A THING OF THE 
ARCADIAN PAST?” 
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SEA-SIDE ILLS, 
(By Our Man Over-bored. ) 


A Sea S-Ipytt ow “Boarp anp 
Resipsences.”’ 


Tat we hurry out of Town 
To the sea, 
To be properly done brown, 
I’ll agree ; 
But of being nicely done, 
There ’s another way than one— 
Viz., the rays, besides of sun, 
£3s.d.! 


Now, it may be very cheap 
Forthe cha 


| Who is rich, to pay a heap 
or a nap 

On a sofa that is prone 

To a prominence of bone, 
| Or a table undergrown, 

With a flap; 
| But a man who has not much 
Mf the pelf 
To distribute freely, such 
As myself, 

And who’sordered change and rest, 
| Doubts the change is for the best 
When he has to lie undress’d 
On a shelf! 


| No; to slumber on a slant 
Till you ’re floor’d, 
luxury I can’t 
Well afford; 
And I’m sad to a degree 
That, in Everywhere-on-Sea. 
“Board and Residence ” should. be 
Mostly board / 


| Isa 


| 
| “Discovery or a New SatTer- 


| Lire To Juprrer.”—Well, why 
| not? Why announce it as if a 

noted thief had been ian. 
| Discovered! Aha! Then this/{ 
| to decide” —— cries the Melo- 
| dramatic Satellite. Poor Jupiter 

must be uncommonly tired of his | Siam 
| old Satellites by this time! How | “% 

pleased, how delighted, he must 
| be to weleome a new one ! 











MORE LIGHTS! 


_ Wien anyone now in town requires a change from the De-lights 
of Home, let him go to See ag Have at the Adelphi. Great scene 
— of the Wreck not so J xe perhaps as some 
previous sensational A elphi effects. In such 
a piece as ‘‘ the Lights,” it is scarcely fair 
that ‘‘ the Heavies ” should have it nearly all 
to lves, but so it is, and the two Light 
Comedy parts capitally played by Miss Jecxs 
and Mr. Lionet Rienoxp, do not get much 
of a chance against the heartrending sorrows 
of Miss Evetyy Murttarp, and of Mrs. 
Patrick CAMPBELL, the slighted, or sea- 
lighted heroine, known as ** Dave’s Daugh- 
ter” (oh, how fond Mr. W. A. Extrorr must 
be of Dave Purvis, the weakest sentimen- 
talist-aecidental-lunatic-criminal that ever 
was let off scot-free at R. H. first entrance 
; before the fall of the Curtain), and the 
tadeunted heroism and unblushing villany of Messrs. CHARLEs 
a, Cocksury, Kryestow & Co. The title might well have 
en, Good Lights of Home, and Wicked Livers ail Abroad. 


A Straight Tip and a 
New Sensation. 





a Lo? DResstxa.”—Said Mr. G. to a Welsh audience, “‘ I might as 
ey — the top of Snowdon on the “ae + So a, 

ou on the matter.” Flattery Snowdon 
course, represented the highest intelligence in Wales. 


“I Prry the 
when she saw 


—a 





Investors! ” exclaimed Mrs. R. pathetically, 
) heading of a paragraph in the Tinee-” Bursting 








A Bie Boommye Cuance Lost!—Miss Lorrre Cottins, according 
to the Standard’s report of the proceedings on board the unfortunate 
Cepheus, said that, on seeing two jeering men rowing out from 
shore, holding u bread to the hungry passe , she, “had she 

m a man, would have shot them.” She wasn’t a man, and so the 
two brutes esca But what another “‘ Boom! te-ray,—Ta, ra, 
ra,” &c., &c., this would have been for La Coxtiys! 





Nor Impropaste.—Lord Rosesery might have ended his diplo- 
matic reply to Mr. Toomas Grsson Bow es, M-P., who recently sent 
kind inquiries to the Foreign Office, as to the Pamirs and Behring 
Sea, Canadian Government, &c., &c., with a P.S. to the effect that 
‘* his correspondent probably considered him as a Jack (in office), 
therefore a legitimate object to seore off in the game of Bow.es.” 





Tas Prodigal Daughter; or, The Boyne- Water ee by 
Daveioranus Magnus and Perrirr Pakvvs, was produ wit 
greatest success, last Saturday, at Old Drury. The general recom- 
mendation to the authors will be, as a matter of course, t.¢., of 
race-course, given in the historic words of Ducrow, ‘‘ Cut the cackle 
and come to the ’osses.” When this advice is acted upon, The 
Prodigal Daughter, a very fine young woman, but not particularly 
prodigal, will produce receipts beyond all cacklelation. 





Forvre Leotsiation vor Next Sesstow.—Mr. Grapstows will in- 
troduce a Bill to render criminal the keeping of heifers loose in a field. 


Br a Paracnaruic Jovawatisr.—Very natural that there should 
be it) pars ” about e Mars.” 


** Srawat Farcvnes.”’—Most Railway Accidents. 
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LADY GAY’S SELECTIONS, 


Mount Street, Grosvenor Square, 

Dear Mr. Puncu,—I got so wet on th 
St. Leger day, that I've been in bed ever sing 
—not because I had to wait till my thi 
were dry—but because i caught a coli’ 
What a day it was!—I am told that 
addition to the St. Leger, Doncaster is chiefy 
celebrated for Butter Scotch—if so, I 
they don’t make it out-of-doors, or it would 
have stood a good chance of being melted— 
(not in the mouth)—on Wednesday fort. 

ight! But the excitement of the ran 
fully made up for the liquid weather, and we 
all—{except the backers of Orme)—enjoyed 
ourselves. I was told that the Duke 
Westminster had “ left the Leger at Goo 
wood,” which is simply absurd, as I not only 
saw it run for at Doncaster myself, but it » 
ridiculous to insinuate that the Duke went 
there, put the Leger in his pocket—-(as ifs 
Nobleman ever kept books) — walked of 
quietly to Goodwood and left it ther 
deliberately ! 

1 conciude it can only be an expression 
coined to discount—(another ledger term} 
the victory of La Fleche,—to which not half 
enough attention has been drawn, solely (in 
my opinion) because La Filéche is of the 
gentler sex, and men don’t like the “ hore 
of the year ’’ to be a mare. 

I still maintain she was unlncky to low 
the Derby, as she won the Oaks two days 
later in two seconds quicker time :—(which 
is an anachronism—as if you win once out 
of twice—how can it be two seconds ?) 

There tvas good sport at Yarmouth [last 
week, though owing to the rain the course 
must have been on the soft (roe) we 




















way you can get them now in bottles, 
very good they are. I am glad to see that 
staunch supporter of the turf, Lord Exraay, 
winning races again—as his horses have been 
much out of form lately, at least so I am 
told, but I was not aware that horses wer 
in a “‘form” at all, unless being ‘* schooled” 
over hurdles. 
I shall have a word or two to say on the 
> 4 Cesarewitch shortly — having had some 
pe private information calcula to break s 
CULTURE BY THE SEA. Roruscuitp if followed — but for th 


as 7 tn On pe moment will content myself with scannisg 
, avs You Baowxino’s Wonxs!” . . . s » | the programme of the Leicester and Man 
No, Miss, Tay ‘Re TOO DIFFICULT. P£OPLE DOWN HERE DON'T UNDERSTAND THEM.” | .hostor Meetings. 
0 nave vow Passe! tis ee There are two races which seem perhap 
Pravep, Miss! Om YES; WE'VE TRIED THAT, BUT IT’S NO USE! worth picking up—one at each place ; and, 
ee - while giving my selection for the Leicester- 
ra o ‘ ‘ If Bradshaw drove me to the train! : I will just 
THE CHATEAU D’“ IF.” on ae eer a = a pane Bag By! 2 on Der. 
= ; organ-grinders ground a strain 2N’ ter race, 
Tip Cos et cng, oat, That never, never came Dp ey gt ty 
Wh e —o= =n ; rae ee Jot lf oysters stuck at eighteen pence ; America—rather foolish, now that winter is 
For D wae we — ms pe If ladies loathed ** The Stores ;”’ coming on; but perhaps he has another, and 
depcicqmage Ay mx x Cog 4 If Tax-collectors had the sense dois ind Ameri- 
It ‘sone we all inhabit oft may be doing a kindness to some poor 4 
The residence of most, To overlook my doors! ean Cousin! St. Angelo might win this rae 
And not peculiar to the soft, If sermons stopped themselves to suit without an Inverness, though I presume he 
Mediterranean coast. A congregation's pain ; will appear in some sort of clothing. 
; If everyone whe yieges the flute Yours devotedly, Lapy Gar. 
a tT lee Ut lash otth toelley spat on bore Lascuersnenzas Rorat, Haxseca? 
- : , , ’ SELECTION. 
If, rather more substantial things, If cooks were made in heaven ; 0 . 2 red affair, 
My Castles in the air; And if, at sea-side spots, the seas apes op eusntes, OS from Fingal, 
If balances but grew on Banks, Shut up from nine till seven. . - 4 istli is 
If Brokers hated “‘ bluff: ”’ : ‘ And hearing him roaring, and whistling an a, 
; If J might photograph the fiend I said, he’ll be beaten by Windgall. 
If Editors refrained from thanks : 
And printed all my staff ho manis mo with his lens, P.S.—This is awful ; but what a horse t 
nd prin my stall. Se ae a bean te rhyme to! . 
If, holid ore not a ti eir heads for me to cleanse ! . 
‘Sound = deat> cesta, If weather blushed to wreck my plans, 
When someone else prescribes how I ’.n if tops were never twirled ; - “Suur Ur!” at Barmovra!—Mr. Gi? 
To bore my selfish soul ; If “ Ifs and ands were pots and pans, — | stows having made up his mind not to utter 
If bags and boxes packed themselves Twould be a pleasant world ! another syllable during his holiday, selects 
For one who packing loathes ; as an appropriate resting-place, a charminé 























If babes, expensive little elves, Scmmary or Resutt ror Otp CaTnoxic| sea-side spot where he stops himself, 
Were only born with clothes | Coneruss.— Lucernd Lucellum. where there is a ‘‘ Bar” before the “mouth. 
——— aa 
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NR. PUNCH’S FISHING PARTY. 
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THE FINDING OF PHARAOH. 
Interesting Discovery in the Dead Season. 








VERY ENTERTAINING. 

Dean Mr. Puwcn,—So much is done by the organisers of the 
Primrose League in the shape of amusements for the people, that it 
seems st: e ‘‘the other side” should not follow suit. Without 
bows decided political opinions, I like both the Government and 

ajesty's Opposition to be on equal terms. Hence my sugges- 
i ont that, a few days ago, Mr GrapsTows, in speaking to an 
audience at Barmouth, made the following remarks. He said—He 
belonged to almost every part of the country. A Scotchman by 
blood, born in Lancashire, and resident in London, he had become 
close ‘ly attached to Wales by marriage, and had now become too old 
to get rid of that inclination. Surely these admissions conjure up 
the possibility of a really excellent entertainment. To show you 
what I mean, | jot down, in dramatic form, my notion of the manner 
in which the Premrer's excellent idea should be worked out :-— 


Scenzr—A sarge hall, with a platform. On the platform, Committee 
and Chairman. In front of the Chairman, large table, with 
cloth reaching to the floor. Weater-bottle, and tumbler, and 
lamp. 

Chairman. Ladies and Gentlemen, I have great 
nouncing that the Right Hon. W. E. Grapstone (cheers), will give 
his entertainment entitled ‘‘ The Man of Many Characters” almost 
immediately. The Premrer's train is a little late, but—ah, here come 
his fore-runners. (Enter two Servants in very ‘witha large basket- 
box, which they place under the table and then retire.) And now we 
may expect the bur MIER a 
[Enter Mr. GiapsTon® in evening dress hurriedly. THe ws received 


with thunders of opplause (6 te beri np Tre 
~ cheering 
y ex- 


leasure in an- 


Mr. Gladstone. Ladies and Gentlemen ! 
gret I have kept 7 you waiting for some quarter of 
cuse must be Sy ge foe gy et 
noticed at a wayside station a crowd of villagers who, apparently, 
were desirous to hear me . You must forgive me, for it 
was for ge ~ of the nation. (Cheers.) A now without 
preface, as my friend Farmer Hopes. 
applause Le J he ich the PaeMreR dives under the table and re-ap- 
pears in cheracter. Continued applause.) 1 be mi Th Ay pede ye. 
And now, I'll tell ye. what I thinks about the t Hours’ Bill. 
( Airs his opinions in ‘ Semmens ” for some twenty minutes, At 
the conclusion of his performance re-oppears in evening dress-coat. 
Applause.) Thank you very much. Bat although Farmer Hover 
is a very good fellow, I think Sawpre MacBawsee is even better. 
With your permission, I appear as SaNDIE ee. i. 

pears under table, and re-appears in a? Costume. 
— fash yourselves ! Ma gracious! 8 ma opinion es yout 
just hear a wee bit about Home a og Bonnie Scotland. 
ye ken—— (Airs his opinions upon his chosen subject in Lroad Scotch. 
After a quarter of an hour he re-appears, and receives the usual ap- 

/ause.) Thank you from the bottom of my heart. And now as I 
fave chown you and England, I think ou would be 
with a glimpse ay (Cheers You all - las le 
not? (4 . ith your permission, = re-appear as 
a noted character in the great tragic comedy of world’s 
Met is. (Dives down and comes up as a ~All Pro- 
longed applause.) What cheer! ( Ater.) Well, you blokes 
what are you grinning at? I am a chi cove, ‘that’s what I 
am. Bot I know what would knock you! You would like to 
about "Ome Rule- Eh? What cheer! "Ere goes. (Reeeats tis 
Home- Rule scheme with a Cockney twang and dialect, Then disap- 


Well, | rushed 


most earnestly. 
you good-bye 


and more ai 


Voices. Encore! 


public confidence. 


time to ca 


,m 
ican 


never had the honour of a 
iative audience. 
Mir Gladstone (petentey). I deeply touched by this 

r e (returning am deeply y 

I would willing! denne ine 
trations indefinitely, but, unfortunately, I am required 
of the country to repeat the same 

train. 


Encore ! 


===" 
(Loud cheers.) And now I am afraid I must big 
But before leaving, I must confess to you that I hay. 


aring before a juster, more intel 
Bows pa 


continue my character 


h with the greatest possible advan 
Believe me, yours most trul 








“T am 
Dororuy 
not well aman to hear 


* And she is——?”’ 


was jealous of his wife. 
be Soom. 


was announce 


anecdote. “I am e 
comet, Sn her m 


“ This is very 


CHAPTER 


* Fly with me to an 
“TI would be most 
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THE QUEEN OF MAN-O’ER-BOARD. 
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Brewed and bottled in New York. 
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EB. GRILLON, 69, Queen Street, City, London. 
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Sold only in I-ounce Packets, and 2, 6,8 ounce, snd 1-Ib. Tins, which keep the Tobsceo im Sine smoking 
condition. Ask at all Tobacco Sellers’, Stores, &c., and take no other 


SMOKERS ARE CAUTIONED AGAINST IMITATIONS. 
The Genuize tears the Trade-Mark, “‘ Nottingham Cagile,” os every Packet and Tia. 
PLAYER'S NAVY GUT CIGARETTES, ‘2 Packets containing 12, and Boxes of 94. 
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“Ashamed of 
His Dirty Cuffs.” 


Frayed Linen soils in half-an- 
hour. Hudson's Extract of Soap 
will not fray your cuffs or jag the 
edges of your collars. 

Anything washed with Hudson's 
Extract of Soap is thoroughly 
washed, therefore Remains Much 
Longer Clean. 
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Gold Medals, Diplomas, and Highest Awards | 
wherever exhibited, for absolute Purity, Superiority 
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of Manufacture, and True Flavour. 
ARMOUR’S 
EXTRACT OF BEEF ' 


Retains the True Natural Taste and Stimu- | 
lating Properties of Fresh Beef in a more 
marked degree than any similar preparation. 
Write for a copy of ‘‘ Practical Hints on Cookery” | 


sent free) to AnmouR & Co., 59, Tooley St., 8. EZ. 
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Tasteless. Pure. Active. 
Sold everywhere at 6d., l/, /O & 3/. 
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41Meu Possesses ail the advantages claimed for it 
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“The name Cadbury “The typical Cocos) 
on any packet of Cocoa a of English Manufac 
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